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Of all professional n the tiller of the
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stood speechless and glaring at T. Wil-
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“There's a pig in the pen under the
bow. Go forward and b him. That's
the only agricultural pursuit open to you
here. And when you've got him serub-
bed,” yelled the captain, as the farmer
went slouching away, ‘'you may manicure
his boofs!"”

Spirfted squeals from the bow soon pro-
claimed that T. Wiison, of Ohio, was get-
ting in his deadly work with the scrub-
bing brush down on the farm.
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They've got my good money, and I've got
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Fenshaw; we'll see about that.
Funny Cuts.
What Her Preference Was,

Professor—Do you, then, lilke a brass
band?

Fair Pupil—-Oh! yes; I like a brass band
very well, but I think I should always
prefer a plain gold one!—Funny Cuts.

Chance Lower Down.
Lady—Are ‘,vou married, my good man?
Crossing-sweeper—Yus, mum; but yer'd

'ave a chance down at the next crossing.
The bloke there ain't even engaged.—
Funny Cuts.

It Worked Against Him.
Dolly—Spacer says his poetical talent is
a gift. Who do you think gave him such
a gift?
Dimples—Some
Sketchy Bits,

enemy, 1 presume.—

He Was Lucky.
“You have had many trials, I suppose,
my poor man?”’
“Yes'm; but, Iuckily,
oft!"—Sketch;” Bits.

I've always got

Nature and Art,
*“Marie bleaches her hair, doesn’'t she?”
“Oh! no. She's naturally light-headed.”
-Big Budget.

!
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after delivery he was back sa
dler's with the collar.

“Look here!" he blurted out. “You've
made it too small! I can't get it over his
head!”

“Over his head?"
dler. “‘Man,

his head.

at the

ejaculated the sad-
it wasn't made to go over
Back him into it!"—Smiles.
Not True to Life.

He—I thought the author of this play
was famous for his keen understanding
of the female charaecter?

She—Well, do you doubt it?

He—Of course. He has just made his
heroine say that she “will suffer {n sil-
ence!"=Illuustrated Bits.

He Had One,

They were talking about dogs. “Well,”
remarked Jones, “for my part, I think
many dogs have more sense than their
masters.”

“Yes,” chimed in Softly, “I have a dog
like that at home.” (And he couldn't un-
derstand why they laughed.)~Funny Cuis.

A Poor Shot,

“He says he aims to tell the truth.”
“He's a shocking bad shot, then.”

She Knew,

Edith—I don't know what it iz that
draws me to that feliow Hugger.

Alice=l1 do; it's his arm.

{ woman getting up b

| day on the links, and had

a large fare the other day. She
ghed 350 pounds at least.

He had brought her from the suburbs,
ey arrived at the depot, or
took out her purse and
When she handed
it up to the Jehu, he said:
“Madame, will 1 kindly walk around
in front of the horse?”
With a look of surprise the woman re-
I “Wh .
“Well,” said

3 . TR 4
nted: t for

cabby, "I want my
horse to see what I had to bring five
miles for a shilling!"—Smiles.

Not for Women.

She: "“Weli, I maintain t women can
do ar that men can.”
He: , no. The auctioneer's business

is one a woman cannot go inte.”

She: “Nonsense. She'd make every bit
as goed an auctioneer as a man.”

He: “Just imagine an unmarried
re a crowd &nd ex-
emen, all I want Is

Could Put It Of1,

A well-known Scotch author and a
yvoung friend of his had spent the whole
had some closa
and exciting mat As they left for
home, the elder man remarked:

“Do you think ye could play agaln to-
laddie?”
swered the youth, “T was te
morrow, but I can put it
off.” —Illustrated Bits.
Explaizad,

Brown—Your friend Thomson is dead.

Poet—Impossible! Why, I was at his
rooms last night reading my latest poem
to him,

Brown—Great Scott, man! Why dida't
you say so before? Come at once to the
inquest; they are still in doubt as to what
caused that sudden relapse!—Funny Cuts.

Not a Few,

Benedick—Not married, eh?
are fond of a girl, though.

Batchellor—Oh, yes, indeed,

Benedick—Who is she?

Batchellor—Her name
Smiles.

I'll bet you

is

Legion,—

She—Some peopie profit by the mistakes
of others.

He—Yes; like the minister who got &
guinea for marrying us!'-—Tit-Bits.

“I called at your house last night,” said
Grebe to Hart, “and found youy out.”

“There, 1 toid the fool of a girl to ses
that the blinds were turned the right w
Do you think any one elss saw in
Pick-Me-Up,




